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Louis Untermeyer 



It is your name I breathe, your hands I seek; 

It will be you when you are gone. 
And yet the dream, the name I never speak, 

Is that that lures me on. 

It is the golden summons, the bright wave 

Of banners calling me anew; 
It is all beauty, perilous and grave — 

It is not you. 



END OF THE COMEDY 

Eleven o'clock, and the curtain falls. 

The cold wind tears the strands of illusion; 

The delicate music is lost 

In the blare of home-going crowds 

And a midnight paper. 

The night has grown martial; 

It meets us with blows and disaster. 

Even the stars have turned shrapnel, 

Fixed in silent explosions. 

And here at our door 

The moonlight is laid 

Like a drawn sword. 
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